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Relapse 


Author's Notes: 
un-betaed, first story in here 


|. since | don't have a beta right now and can't find any what | post is not beta-read and there probably are TONS of mistakes, since 
English is not my native language. 


2. | hope I'll manage to annoy some of you to the point where, you'll be..targh..girl, give me that! You do it al wrong! 

3. disclaimer : this is justa piece of fiction, no harm intended. If | owned them..well, maybe | would share once in a while. 
4. Pairing : Nikki/Vince, setting around the time of their last tour. 

5. the title sucks | know, but | haven't an idea for a better one. If you do, please. 

b. All comments gladly apprectaited. 


| feel fucked over. And like a total asshole. And like a fuckin? traitor. When, the thing is, | know | have no logical reason to. Abso-fukcin'- 


lutely none. 


| mean - he left me first, right? So | think I'm entitled to at least SOME happiness in life. I'd think SO. 


But no, apparently, according to Mr. Fucking Perfect, even though he has five fuckin’ kids and a second wife, | can't remarry. No, this 


would be breakin’ some fuckin’ rule | didn't know about or he made up just before my second marriage. 


What the fuck does he care anyway? It's not like I'm anything to him anymore, but his singer, who needs to shapen up. So it's also 
degradation. Because | used to be his fuckin’ singer AND, as he poetically put it, his piece of ass. HA 


Paradoxically, the bastard probably doesn't even think | know the word - I'm blonde after all, | get along with Tommy now almost better 
than with him. Now that's screwed. | mean, with T-bone, everythin's almost normal. Sure sometimes the jokes go too far or are too 


rough, but we talk and drink and imply are, when we're in the same room. 


And | fuckin’ never know with him. It's a gamble. There are times, when we're simply friends, which is weird, because we've become that 
only recently, and there are times, when | get the feeling that my very existence pisses him off. Those are rare, fortunately, because 
even a domesticated Sixx is a dangerous one. And speaking of domesticity? | think, ha, take that, bastard, that is has something to do with 
his old lady's visits or phone calls. She's always nice and all, | would think her pretty cool, if not for The Look. Like she wants to say : ‘Stay 
the fuck away from him: 


And | almost laugh every time | see it. | mean, | know how | look. | know how she looks. Think lady, you married Sixx after all, you can't be 


without brain, think He's got standards after all. 


And sometimes, just sometimes, like that time when the two of us stayed late in the studio, just them, since Tommy left and Nikki told 
Mick not to show up today, it's like everything's back the same it was all those fuckin? long, twenty years ago. No, it's even better, since 


we're both aware of what we're doing. 
So | just don?t get it. Don't get him. Never did. And | told him, back in ?91, during our infamous fight, that he wasn?t alone. So he couldn't 
fuckin’ force me to stay alone, just because he though | was supposed to be fuckin’ faithful to him. Because | don?t want to be alone. | 


could never be alone. Not since high school. 


And the bastard looks at me like | fuckin’ killed his mother or somethin’. Like | betrayed some secret pact. He dares to. And every time he 


looks at me like that, there?s just one response pushing it's way on my lips. Just fuckin’ one. 
You left me first, God damn you! 
You left me so many fuckin’ times, that you have no right, no fuckin’ right to look at me like I'm betraying you, Sixx. Don't even dare. 


Fuck. How screwed over you have to be to be having a relapse about your ex, a guy who left you YEARS ago, two fuckin’ days after you 


married? 
Pretty screwed up | tell ya. 


| hear footsteps by my door and say ‘come in’, before he even knocks. | know exactly who that is. | always, since I?ve met him, since 
joining the Crue, had a Nikki-radar. 


He steps inside, closing the door immediately. | wonder what he sees. Nothing good, | think. Just and old, fat-assed, no-talent singer, whom 
he must pull through yet another gig. Hell, he's probably wondering if it?s going to be like that the entire tour. 


The light is on, so l'm perfectly visible. | wait for the lecture, but all | hear is a resigned sigh. A sigh. From Sixx. If you would fuckin? 


believe it. 


He comes closer and stands directly in front of me. When | try to turn to face the mirror not his measuring, color changing eyes, | never 
liked seeing them after an argument, even if it's usually only him staring at me and me slamming the doors on my way out to hide in the 


dressing room to avoid it, he abruptly stops the chair. But doesn't say anything. 


Instead | feel his hand in my hair. Gentle. There were times, when he didn't know what that word meant, sure as hell not with me. 

"You kept it dyed" is all he says. 

Huh? Of course | did. And what the fuck is that supposed to mean? He knows, that at first | dyed it because | was yet another David Lee 
Roth wannabe. But then it was because of him. He loved my blonde hair,even if at first he wanted me to dye it black too. But then he 
even suggested that | tone it down a bit. He knows why | kept dyeing it. | know he knows, so why? oh. Oh. OH, fuck me. 

"Yeah." 

That's basically the only response I'm capable of right now, as he runs his hand through my hair again and kisses the top. A gesture 
from a long time ago, from another fuckin’ reality, when it didn?t matter to him, whom he screwed over. From times, when | considered 
him my lover and it was the only gesture he always repeated, no matter how hard or fast we fucked. 

"Thank you." 

It was only then that | looked up. And smiled at him. After all, it's not everyday, that you hear Sixx say something like that and mean it. 


Or when he finally sees things he should have from the very beginning. 


And that's why he helps me with my make up, even if | don?t need his help, but still let him, and it's the reason why we get out of the 


room together to meet Mick and Tommy, his arm casually flung across my shoulders. 


